CHINA CYCLE

travellers had .paid an outrageous sum in " compensation " ;
for it was growing dark, and there was no alternative. Next
week, at the same place, the same thing happened to another
car, with the difference that the old woman was hit and slightly
damaged, but the car stayed on the road. Again the righteously
indignant villagers demanded blackmail, but this time other
cars were about, and no money changed hands. As the story
got around, we learned that this was a regular custom in the
village : any old woman who could not otherwise contribute
to the community was forced to sacrifice her old bones, if
necessary her old and worthless life, in a final bid for cash for
the communal chest. And this from a people notoriously
respectful of old age !

Pakhoi announced itself in the dusk by a powerful smell of
pig. It was quite a pretty little port, but the only times I got
a breath of pure air were when I went for a sail in the harbour
in a rakish little fishing-boat, and when I lunched with the
Commissioner of Customs in his house surrounded by a big
jungly garden. Here again I found a character. The elderly
Commissioner and his wife, whose sweetness of nature had
triumphantly survived the ordeal of deafness, received me with
great kindness. They had had, and were having, an uneasy
time, for Pakhoi had been bombed and was moreover under
the constant threat of the Japanese Navy, yet these two seemed
quite content to face the menace together in a fashion that did
much credit to their American blood. They told me of their
visit to England ; they had even attended a course of lectures
at Cambridge, and had come away less impressed by the old
buildings and the beauty of the Backs than by the respect for
truth which they said they felt on all sides. I have never heard
a prettier compliment to a University. The Commissioner was
such a mild, gentle creature that I supposed it was his retiring
nature which had prevented him, with all his seniority, occupy-
ing the Residence of a much bigger port than Pakhoi.

Months later I heard a story. In the early years of the
Republic the Cantonese were by no means inclined to defer
on all points to Peking. They particularly resented the
centralisation of Customs revenue, and one Governor of
Kwangtung even went so far as to use the Chinese Navy for his
own purposes, keeping it steaming up and down the Pearl
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